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inctive style of its 

dent artist has 
become so familiar 
that it is difficult to 
imagine the magazine 
without the powerful 
CP images with which 
Hardcastle has regaled 
us since the early 
eighties. 

What has made this 
gifted draughtsman 
so potent a visual 
force over the years? 
Any story with a 
Hardcastle 
illustration, to 
heighten its dramatic 
point and bring the 
narrative to 
compelling life, is 
invariably enhanced. 
Yet, it is the artist's 
masterly eye for 
detail, anatomy, form 
and character that 
elevates him to the 
greats among artists 
in the CP genre. 

The pictorial 
depiction of 
convincing CP ‘action’ 
is notoriously difficult 
to achieve, yet every 
Hardcastle illustration 
is natural, fresh, 
original and real; 
drawing us into the 
action rather than, 
as with lesser 
illustrators, leaving 
us on the outskirts; 
unconvinced and 
uninvolved. 

But beyond this 
very special artist's 
exquisite flair - the 
glorious fleshy curves 
that ravish the eye and 
make the hand itch to 
smack, the silky tones 





of skin, the hair one 
feels could actually 
be stroked, the tension 
on the alluringly 
nubile body as it 
prostrates itself to 
receive the chastiser's 
admonishment - 
deeper and even more 
subtle forces are at 
work, 

For every character 
in a Hardcastle 
illustration is depicted 
in as much depth as 
the principals; there is 
beauty, emotion, fright, 
anger, frailty and 
courage; tremulous 
maidenly shrinkings 
and defiant feminine 
strength; males can be 
hard, dominant and 
ruthless as well as 
caring and sensitive. 
Each facial and bodily 
expression is individ- 
ual and idiosyncratic, 
heightening the 
reality, atmosphere 
and drama of the 
scene, whether it be a 
gentle spanking, an 
erotic paddling or a 
profound thrashing. 

But mere words 
cannot, of course, hope 
to do justice to 
Hardcastle's art, for it 
is more than capable of 
speaking for itself in 
all its exciting 
immediacy. In the 
pages that follow lies 
a veritable cornucopia 
of CP activity 
spanning all the years 
this remarkable 
craftsman has 
contributed his 
imaginative and 
stimulating work to 
JANUS. 

Enjoy! 








JANUS 43 














bright shaft of afternoon 
sunlight slanted across the 
Headmaster's office to 


highlight the blonde bowed head of 
a girl seated at the side of his large 
polished oak table. It was 4.15... 
she continued to write over and 
over, 1 must endeavour to do very 
much better.’ 

James Westcott, fiftyish, tweed- 
jacketed, looked momentarily up 
from the papers he was marking 
and experienced a pleasant glow of 
anticipation. She was an extremely 
attractive woman. She was also 
very special. And his instructions 
were to make her life very 





unpleasant indeed. Her name was 
Carole Wright. 

She was 22, though looked no 
more than 17 in her school uniform 
and with her blonde hair tied in 
bunches with red ribbons. Carole 
Wright in fact was a young married 
lady who had not behaved properly. 

So she was being punished. 
Being a schoolgirl again was her 
punishment. This was her first day. 
A lesson of English with the Head 
had conveniently brought her this 
detention. Carole was to attend 
school for two weeks. They would 
be two weeks that she would not 
forget for a very long time. 






























Carole told herself again that she 
had no option as she forced her 
hands to slide down her knickers. 
She stepped out of them. One hand 
came quickly across to cover her 
blonde bush while the other was 
left holding the bunched-up briefs. 





She stood uncertainly at the side 
of the Head's desk, blinking in 
the face of a hard stare. 





“Now I'm going to cane you, 
Carole.” 

As the blue eyes rounded in fear 
he added, ‘The cane on your bare 
bottom. That's what naughty girls 
need.’ 

‘No!’ she blurted. ‘You can't... 
not that.’ 

‘You'll very soon find out that I 
can, girl. And if necessary I'll bring 
the Deputy Head in here to hold 
you down whilst I do it. Please 
remove your skirt.’ 

















“Uncle Adrian’ held her arms while 
Mr Mannings got her skirt off and 
then yanked Carole’s knickers 
down to her knees. She finished 
face-down on the carpet with Mr 
Farnsworth holding her shoulders. 
A hand stroked Carole's bare 
bottom. 

The hand lightly smacked her 
bottom again and again while the 
two men laughed. 
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Later that week... 

Four pairs of eyes were rivetted 
to her choice form. 

She forced out the words, ‘I’m 
sorry I used bad language.’ 

‘Right. Very good, but to make 
sure you remember. Drop you 
pyjama trousers please.’ 

Trying to close her mind to it all, 
Carole slid the trousers down. 
There was a wolf whistle from the 
fat man. Mr Farnsworth, the slip- 
per in one hand, took hold of 
Carole’s arm and pushed her down 
on the stool with her legs and her 
bared bottom facing the men... 
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Girl Gymnast - 
Caned During Training 

















A gymnast's life is one of total discipline 
and hard work. It is not an easy virtue to 
come by and one must be absolutely 
dedicated. 

It was natural that | would be a 
gymnast. My father was a PE teacher in 
the army and my mother was an acrobat. 
My three sisters and | all went to spe- 
cialised training school. My sisters had 
given up by the age of 17 due to various 
injuries - not an uncommon part of a 
gymnast’s Ше. 

My coach, a stern and strict lady, sug- 
gested to my parents that there was 
nothing more she could teach me. | had 
been in the National team and second in 
the country for my grade, | thought | 
couldn't go any further anyway. | was 
sick and tired of my life: running to 
school, weight training, six hours training 
followed by homework and bed. This 
lifestyle does not appeal to a teenager. 

My coach and parents all agreed that | 
was not working as hard as | should have 
been and decided to send me to a new 
coach. He was a man in his mid 30's 
who lived near my school and used to 
pick me up and take me to the gym after 
school. 

Mike had trained girls to a top level. | 
was a bit scared of him. He used to keep 
a cane in the corner of the gym, along 
with a dummy tied to string pinned on the 
notice board. Anyone found not working 
hard enough was made to suck the 
dummy in the corner for five minutes. 

| decided to work hard again. | was 
mastering new routines in a shorter time 
than usual. But the boredom crept in 
again after about a year. Although he 
didn't used to do it in the beginning, 
gradually the prods and pointing from the 
cane became whacks. It became a com- 
mon practice to have to bend over the 
beam to receive whacks on the behind. 
It just upset and embarrassed me. 








1 couldn't bring myself to tell anyone 
about it. He seemed to derive as much 
pleasure out of it as | did pain, shock and 
horror. He ordered me to touch my 
toes. | found this a most humiliating 
position. | was grateful for the little 
padding the leotards offered. 

My caning was probably very mild in 


comparison with what other readers 
have known or given but because it hap- 
pened in such an unusual situation, at an 
older age than you would expect, | still 
feel very strange about it. | did win my 
national title, | wonder if | would have 
done without the fear of the cane? 

Miss Hayes., Middlesex 
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Annabel's new husband, Roger ЕШоп, is rich апа he can well 


afford to send his young wife to Balcombe Manor. You will not 
see the courses at Balcombe Manor advertised. Word of mouth 
is sufficient. Personal attention and tuition are essential. 
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That dreadful cane. Annabel has 
had it everyday, scathing 
mercilessly into her tender nates. 
Yesterday an eight-stroke session 
and a six-stroke one. Every stroke 
of the cane will make her a better 
wife for Roger... 


Gillman's cane continues to rise 
and fall. Ten strokes in all. 

Each one in fact is harder than any 
Annabel has yet experienced 
because Gillman is aware that the 
young woman's husband is 
watching and wishes to make the 
husband suffer too. He has a 
powerful desire for this young 
woman's lusciously perfect body 
himself... 


SSS 
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ТНЕ 
COLD 


CRUEL 
WORLD 


Alison had been lucky to get this 
job, decent secretarial positions 
weren't easy to come by. 

Once the first day was over it 
would seem like nothing, she 
would be laughing at herself for 
being so frightened. Before she 
Кпем it, it would simply be part of 
er life - and probably very enjoy- 
able. And apart from the money, 


getting out and meeting new 
еор!е was just what she needed. 
































48 Mr Kirkham handed her a shiny 


key. “Get in your room and lock the 
door. Then take your skirt off. And 
take down your knickers down. 
Then stand at your desk and wait 
there till I come in. I warned you 
what I'd do and you've chosen to 
deliberately disobey my warnings. 
Now you'll see what the 
consequences are. Get in there!” 

She had taken her skirt off. Now 
with a tearful whimper she slid 
down her knickers. And then 
stood wringing her hands in 
mental agony. 

Frank Kirkham went to glance 
through the half-open door. His 
blood pounded in his ears. Christ! 
He felt a furious urge to stride 
straight in there, but he restrained 
himself. Let her sweat for a bit. 

Let her stand there bare arsed 
and stew... 


‘Right let's deal with you then. 
Clear one side of your desk and lay 
over it.’ 

Alison wanted to scream, shriek, 
and she desperately needed to hide 
her nude bottom from Mr 
Kirkham’s steely gaze. Her hands 
came protectively behind her. Then 
she yelped, as the cane struck 
stingingly. 

Alison was now sobbing, with 
sheer fright; her soft, defenceless 
bottom exposed, thrust up over the 
edge of the desk. This couldn’t be 
happening... 


A red haze before her closed eyes. 
And the pain: it felt as if she had 
been cut in two. Alison held on for 
dear life as the pain welled, 
pulsated, through her. It was 
maddening, utterly ferocious. 
Alison heard herself shriek. Six 
he had said. No! She couldn’t. 
Four more like that was not... 
CRACK! 
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LOOKING BACK IT ALL SEEMED 
LIKE A DREAM: that timeless life 
behind the high enclosing walls. 

It was six months since Annabel 
had finished the course and been 
returned home to her husband. 

Annabel was all a man could 
possibly wish for, beautiful and 
with a stunning long-limbed 
body - intelligent and educated. 


And ever since her eight weeks at 
Balcombe Manor she had been 
quite marvellously submissive, 
anticipating her husband's every 
wish, eager to respond to his 
merest whim. 

Since her return her husband had 
been caning her. Not caning in 
anger, more a reinforcement of their 
new and deeper relationship. 
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“А two week refresher 
course at this point 
would be ideal’ 


repeated Mrs Blackett. 
Sylvia Blackett had her 
own reasons for 
getting Annabel back 
for another week or 
two. The fee of course 
was a factor - and 
Roger Filton being a 
rich man would have 
no qualms there. But 
over and above all this 
was the fact that Sylvia 
Blackett had received a 
number of enquiries 
from her gentleman 
visitors, those 
gentlemen who came 
to Balcombe Manor to 
assist with the training 
of the pupils... 











IN A DISTANT 
ыа. COUNTRY 








That idyllic spot, that little village It was 1938. 

set in the sparkling mountains that English travellers seemed very 

I wandered into as a young man, rare birds and perhaps that was 
was another country. A country why I was treated with such friend- 
that had not known the ravages of liness. 

war; a country now only of my I was allowed an intimate insight 
mind. into that household... 
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The sunlight clearing, the aromatic 
scent of pines - and the bare- 
bottomed girl over my lap. My 
hand, as in some paradisiacal 
dream, beginning to rise and fall on 
to the resilient silky flesh of the ripe 
globes of her bottom. 

It was the first time I had ever 


spanked a girl. 


He turned to me and insisted that I 
had to perform - I was told later 
that every man in the room had to 
take part, that was the ancient 
tradition. So I had to give her four 
like the others. 

My adrenaline was surging from 
the exhilaration of actually 
whipping her bare bottom myself... 
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Magical Transformation 


When | first persuaded my wife to dress 
as a schoolgirl, she did so for fun as a 
caricature of a sexy sixth-former in 
see-through blouse, very short skirt 
showing thighs above suspenders and 
sheer black nylons and high heels. Like 
this, after | had introduced her to it gen- 
tly, she enjoyed being put over my knee 
for a spanking with a leather slipper on 
her brief panties. 

However, after a while, a change took 
place as she found it much more satisfying 
and psychologically fulfilling to dress in 
real school clothes: that is, white cotton 
vest and knickers, white shirt and striped 
school tie and other suitable accessories, 
including a real school satchel. 

During these sessions, she would take 
a severe beating providing | sustained the 
role of a severe uncle or guardian who 
was training her for womanhood. After a 
preliminary warm-up caning on her 
knickers, she was subjected to various 
endurance tests such as holding a heavy 
book at arms’ length, or kneeling on a 
tray of sharp stones. During these exer- 
cises | would lecture her, explaining that 
any bad behaviour would be thrashed out 
of her for her own good. 

She would next remove her outer 
clothes and when down to her under- 
wear would be caned on her hands, 
being allowed to comfort herself by 
squeezing them between her thighs. 
When she had recovered she would slip 
off her knickers and lay over a chair for 
her main punishment. 

| would cane her slowly and carefully, 
without anger or passion, just as if | was 
only interested in inflicting the most 
effective punishment for its own sake. | 
tried to identify with her feelings as if we 
were together on a trip to the limits of 
her endurance. After a dozen of so 
strokes | would give her a rest for more 
exercises and - what she disliked more - 
a body examination. This involved a cool 


and clinical inspection of all her feminine 
charms, even utilising a small hand mir- 
ror. | found it rather strange that it 
always seemed harder for her to accept 
this kind of scrutiny from me, so different 
from a lover’s look and touch, than pun- 
ishment itself. 

Sometimes, when she had shown 
reluctance to swiftly adopt the postures 
required for her physical examination, at 
its completion, | would carry out my 
threat and remove her vest entirely for a 
flogging on her back and shoulders with a 
whip comprising a wooden handle and 
nine short but really stinging (and mark- 
ing) thongs. This was one significant 
departure from the schoolgirl scenario 
although, of course, it was directly 
inspired by me. 








My point is that all this came about 
because for some reason the schoolgirl 
identity touched a hidden spring in her 
subconscious which released her 
inhibitions, but only as long as | was 
regarded as a stern master, not a 
husband or lover. No sex was involved 
in these sessions until she turned back 
into my wife, but love-makings following 
these sessions were usually much more 
Passionate than normal, and 
longer-lasting too. 

| wonder whether any other readers 
have had a similar experience with a 
woman who in some way reverted to 
her schoolgirl fantasies when the 
opportunity was given to her, and a real 
transformation occurred, 

J.E., Dorset 












Dreadful Discipline for а German 
Doctor’s Lover 


A few weeks ago | made a visit to a 
friend of mine, Heidrun, who | had 
seen the last time two or three years 
ago. It was a peculiar visit because 
Heidrun was very upset. With a lot of 
urging I, at last, got to her real 
problem. 

The very same day she had found 
among her husband's papers, a number 
of German flagellation publications. 
Now she felt irritation and disgust for 
her husband. 

Heidrun eventually told me her true 
story which may explain why she was 
so upset. 

Heidrun was still living in the large, 
rural village where she was born. She 
had a relationship that was to have a 
profound effect on her. The relation- 
ship was with a rather older and a very 
professional man, who was held in high 
regard by the people in the town. 
Heidrun felt safe within and enjoyed 
the stability that this relationship gave 
her but there was one, almost ritualis- 
tic, extremely humiliating and painful 
problem, his belief in corporal punish- 
ment. The doctor was convinced in its 
traditional role in their relationship and in 
it's therapeutic value. | think, on гейес- 
tion, Heidrun found the whole episode 
extremely difficult and did not see it in 
the same light. 

When Heidrun was found wanting in 
her behaviour she would have to go to 
his surgery. Inside the doctor's office he 
would sit behind his large desk in front of 
a window and directly opposite the door. 
Heidrun would proceed to the desk and 
stand before the impressive figure. 

The doctor would leave his chair and 
slap her thighs, left to right and right to 
left, whilst scolding her with his stern 
voice, telling her to hurry up and fetch 
the cane. Upon which she, with her red 
cheeks, left the consultation room, went 
through the double doors held open by 
his secretary and then had to pass 
through the patients sitting on both sides 
of the waiting room, with their curious 
and knowing looks. Even the leather- 
covered double doors had not been able 
to prevent the doctor's voice from 
reaching their ears. 

A few minutes later Heidrun would 
return, a formidable cane in hand and 








then wait in front of the door to be 
allowed in, becoming hotter and hotter 
with embarrassment. 

Heidrun would eventually walk in, 
head down, face red and on the edge of 
tears. Waiting before the desk she would 
hand over the cane and then wait for 
further instruction. 

Heidrun had to completely undress. 
The doctor would lecture her, walking 
around his naked lover, constantly flicking 
his cane at various parts of her bare 
anatomy - buttocks, thighs, rear and 
front. 

Heidrun would then, with her hands 
behind her head, have to bend over until 
her head and elbows rested on the desk, 
her back arched and her legs very 
straight. 

It was twenty-four strokes with the 
cane on the day and then two weeks’ 
‘warm-up’ with his belt, every evening 
after supper. 

The doctor gave Heidrun alternating 
strokes from the left to the right buttock 
and thighs, each one she had to count 
out clear and loud before she could cry 
out with pain. Although she tried to 





keep her voice low as possible, enough 
of her shrieks and screams would reach 
the ear-witnesses outside. 

He would question her all the time, 
whether she was going to improve and 
so on, and if she did not answer quickly 
enough, another series of sharper flicks 
would help her to speed up. 

All the strokes wealed Heidrun's flesh 
with long-ridged tramlines standing out in 
her buttocks and upper thighs, blazing 
and throbbing with devilish pain. Her 
howls were now full volume but 
nonetheless she had to keep her 
position. Additional strokes were 
delivered if she did not. 

Heidrun would then be told to get 
dressed except for her panties and bra or 
vest. Those she had to carry back to his 
house, openly, together with the cane. 

When she met her future husband 
she hoped she would not have to face 
more discipline. She was disturbed by 
the fact that her husband was at heart 
also in favour of CR 

| advised that she confront her 
husband and tell him her true feelings. 
Verana H. (Frau)., Germany 


Drill Night for the Girl with 
Wandering Eyes 


| must respond to Hardcastle's brilliantly 
executed cartoon showing girls being 
drilled. 

The random selection of one offender 
for nude drilling (save for the high heel 
and backpack) in formation with her 
dressed, indeed uniformed fellow correc- 
tors is a wonderful idea to which your 
artist has done full justice. | love the 
beauty of the blonde girl chosen for spe- 
cial embarrassment and shaming, | love 
the precise military marching required of 
all of them, how they have to keep per- 
fectly in step, and | like the large empty 
drill hall, the two distant onlookers and 
the bristling, barking sergeant major type 
with his whistle and bamboo. All in all, 
this is a very powerful picture and one of 
my favourite illustrations that you have 
published. 

Drill training of misbehaving adult girls 
and young ladies, in a style, would 
undoubtably prove a far stronger deter- 
rent to petty crime than community ser- 
vice, fines or probation, | would simply 
like to stress how impressed | was by the 
very idea of nude-drill as punishment for 
girls. The ideal location is of course a 
large, empty, and draughty purpose-built 
drill hall, of which there are many all 
around the country, but | am more inter- 
ested in the art of punishment drill prac- 
tised on a private, one-to-one basis. 
Realistically it is very unlikely that any 
British government in our lifetime is 
going to institute such penalties within 
the judicial framework, and it is equally 
improbable that any individual would find 
himself in a position where he could 
insist that a group submit to this form of 
punishment, whether uniformed or nude. 
All that belongs to pure fantasy, and 
there is nothing wrong with that. But | 
can see a very real possibility for drill-dis- 
cipline of individual girls, by masterful 
husband, boyfriend or whatever. 

On this basis, nude punishment drill is 
well within the scope of many of us - and 
in my opinion it should always be per- 
formed in the nude except for high- 
heeled shoes which emphasise a girl's 
beauty and sexual appeal whilst serving 
to remind her at all times just how bare 
the rest of her body is. A laden back 
pack is an optional extra, but in my view 


not really necessary. Nor is it necessary 
or, | think, advisable, that a girl undergo- 
ing drilling should be struck with cane or 
other implement whilst she is carrying 
out this disciplinary training. It is enough 
that her master should hold a cane 
throughout and be dressed in a severe 
way - perhaps in a military-style great- 
coat and boots to keep out the chill of 
the unheated drill hall. The strumpet 
being drilled with sharp commands may 
feel the cold at first, especially in winter, 
but this will encourage her to put all her 
efforts into her marching exertions in 








she really puts her back into it and makes 
a great effort to perform perfectly, a 
number of cane strokes may be remitted. 
Then the drill becomes an end in itself, 
with the fear of being made to bend over 
and touch her toes to receive a sound 
whipping on her bare bottom at the end 
of the drill session acting as a constant 
spur to ensure compliance and effort. 
You can be pretty sure that, despite the 
coldness of the drill hall, the naughty 
young madam will also be sweating all 
over her nude body thanks to her 
exertions, and it would not surprise me 
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order to get warm. 

Two hours is the right duration for 
such a session and the girl should be told 
this when she is ordered to strip for 
drilling. She should be advised that she is 
to undergo two solid hours of energetic 
drilling for her offence, which should be 
specified - followed by twelve strikes of 
the cane. However, as well as the stick 
there is a carrot, as a reward for flawless 
obedience in the forthcoming drilling, if 


to learn that she has a headache from all 
the loudly shouted commands of the drill 
master ringing in her ears. 

Of all offences for which nude punish- 
ment drill could be the answer, on 
account of the physical shame and embar- 
rassment, | am certain that sexual offences 
- for which most girls go completely 
unpunished - are the most suitable for this 
unforgettable method of treatment. 

М.Е, London 
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“Come on now, Julie, he murmured 
into my ear, ‘you know I like you 
and you like me. You're a good girl 
and you want to please me. Let's 
go upstairs.’ 


‘No,’ I yelled, trying to break free. 


“Let me go.’ 

But he simply held me tighter 
and tried to kiss me. I was trying to 
pull free when we were both 
paralysed by a piercing shriek from 
the rear of the shop. Maria, his wife, 
stood staring at us, her expression a 
mixture of shock and rage. 

Maria wasn't listening to any 
explanations. She leapt forward, 
wrenched me from her husband's 
grasp and seizing me by the hair, 
dragged me up the stairs to the flat. 
I stumbled after her protesting my 
innocence... 


Y 








qi 





к=. 





2242122 





=== ў 
222-22 
7777172 ў 

































JANUS 52 


England swung and we were all 
backing Britain, peace and love 
abounded. It was a time of hope 
and plenty and 1 was a member of 
a generation that knew it was 
strong and talented and in control 
of it’s destiny. 

I needed part-time work to 
finance my social activities. I was 
curious about the amount of interest 
people were showing about my new 
job, in a shop, owned by a Mr Pirelli. 





Silently, swiftly and efficiently she 
grabbed one of my arms and pulled 
me over her knees. I was too 
stunned to respond at first or even 
realise the full implication of her 
action until the first slap landed. 

I couldn't break free and tears of 
rage and humiliation were 
streaming down my face. 


“My wife understands it was wrong 
for her to act in the impulsive way 
she did and she must make 
amends. It is not up to her to 
discipline the staff.’ 






























“Му wide has already dealt with 
you, but I will now teach you not to 
disobey me. Remove your pants.’ 




























Nelly and I 
came to learn 
that Mr Brisson 
actually is 
capable of 
dealing with 
naughty girls in 
the way such 
girls deserve. 

I don't think 
anyone could 
imagine my 
feelings while 1 
was sitting there 
on that hard 
chair, nervous 
and miserable. 
Wailings, 
squealing 
sounds and 
cries came from 
her mouth. 

It was Мг 
Brisson’s flat 
palm which 
caused her to 
make all that 
heart-thumping 
noise. 








M” girls at 
our school 
like him. Some 
have a crush on 
him and there are 
those who never 
seem to cease 
talking about 
him. 

Mr Brisson, 
our Art Master, is 
tall and slender 
and very hand- 
some to look at. 
But then there is 
the rumour. 
Nelly and I 
learned the truth 
about the rumour 
the hard way... 
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lowly, with apparent 
а: the charming girl ah 
came to me; [ grasped her WO 
arm and she allowed herself to be 55: 


gently pulled down across my 
thighs, lying with her head right | 
down and her legs trailing to the 
grass. She was docile and passive, 
and allowed me to ease the weight 
of her warm body in order to push 
the skirts of her underslip and 
dress up over her hips. In those 
days girls looked like girls and 
wore skirts.... 





eek "ٌفخ۵0ٗ0+۸۵,۵0٭ ہکا‎ il 
1 followed Rosie into her bedroom. \ 
Nina came in, also. I was to have 


audience and the thought excited 
me. 


her bed, with slightly parted legs. 
I realised immediately that 
cami-knickers, are a very sexy 


| 
Rosie lay prone, а full length on | 
| 
| 


garment. 
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here was a group of us 

in the upper sixth, a 

sort of natural elite 

comprising, Rowena, 

the Head Girl, and a 
half dozen or so of us Senior 
Prefects. 

In a top-ranking private school 
like ours, the qualities prized most 
were competitiveness, leadership 
and decisiveness. 

As befits an institution which 
prizes itself on producing young 
women of high academic distinc- 
tion and impeccable social poise, 
discipline was strict. 
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Sophie eyed the dreaded weapon. 
Heaven knows where it had come 
from. “Please deliver four blows of 
the birch to my behind, Rowena,’ 
she said woodenly. 

For the first time I saw some- 
body’s knees literally knocking 
together as Sophie lurched towards 
the bars. 

‘Remove your shorts, they'll get 
in the way,’ Rowena told her. ‘You 
can keep your knickers on though.’ 

Trembling visibly, Sophie pre- 
pared herself. Her knuckles were 
white as she gripped the lower bar. 
The tight navy pants were stretched 
over the wide, round globes so that 
her burgeoning buttocks looked 
like some exotic ripe fruits trying to 
burst their skins. 

The first stroke landed with a 
vicious swish, bringing forth an 
animal wail from its subject. She 
jerked spasmodically, causing the 
second stroke to catch her naked 
thigh. Scarlet streaks criss-crossed 
one another maniacally, Sophie’s 
gyrations made her soft thigh and 
buttock flesh ripple. 





A 


9. 


THE CAPTAIN SAT AT HIS CONSOLE LOOKING AT 
- BUT NOT REALLY SEEING - THE HOST OF 
BRIGHTLY-GARBED BODIES THAT CONSITUTED 
HIS KREW. PERFECTLY-PROPORTIONED, IMMAC- 
ULATELY GROOMED MALE AND FEMALE PEOPLE 
DOING WHAT NEEDED TO BE DONE. 

It was well known in the fleet that Kaptain Klark ran 























| 


a tight ship. He took the best personnel and made 
them better. Frank Klark was particularly partial to 
administering the Stringray... 


9. 











He produced a fresh pair of French 
knickers in the same shade as the 
bra. Gently, he guided her feet into 
the respective openings. Patrisha 
stared at herself in the mirrored 
reflection; the outfit was so outra- 
geous and utterly non-functional it 
intrigued her, she could envisage no 
purpose in its wearing. 

Frank Klark watched her confu- 
sion with delight. 


The whippy bamboo almost sang as 
it swept through the air and sliced 
into the delicately clad flesh. The 
sound emitted from its victim was a 
satisfying shriek; this was much 
more than he had imagined. He 
watched the voluptuous clenching 
and relaxing muscles of Patrisha’s 
nether regions. Once she had settled 
down again he raised the cane 
again... 
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HARDCASTLE 





he Perfectionists’ chapel, 

grey-slated and sombre- 

bricked on its high rocky 
spur, seemed to glare sternly about 
itself through colour-stained panes 
that shone with sunrise as it reared 
up out of a mist which blanketed 
the countryside far below. 

Even at so early an hour the 
frontmost pews of the tiny congre- 
gation hall were crammed with 
young females, 35 in number, who 
comprised the growing sisterhood - 





for this was a special occasion. 
Upon their arrival today all girls 
had been obliged to strip off their 
everyday clothing at once and don 
the penitential grey gowns over 
their nakedness, for although only 
one of their number was to receive 
Prime Atonement, the Magister had 
decreed that all taking part must 
themselves be garbed for penitence. 


The Magister took up a long 
bristled ceremonial brush called an 
aspergillum, dipped in into a font 
of pure spring water and flicked it 
with devotional fervour and a 
murmured blessing. He observed 
the muscles flinch beneath the 
plump satiny skin. 

The Magister remounted the step 
and took position facing the congre- 
gation, his arms at sufficient height 





to allow for a vigorous downswing. 
Then the Magister raised the 
birch-rod into a sun-hazed silhou- 
ette, paused a further moment in 
stern contemplation of the recipient 
spreadeagled naked across the 
altar-stone before him, then 
brought it swishing down to collide 
with a profound THRASHHH! 
against the marble-white cheeks of 





that glorious bottom. 

Pain roared through Anita's 
senses and found expression in a 
harsh yowl which echoed round the 
walls of the tiny chapel... 
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Female Self Punishment 


Lam a 21-year-old designer living alone in 
a flat in Manchester. | have had several 
boyfriends but relationships always seem 
to turn sour because | am never satisfied 
with conventional lovemaking. | have a 
deep need to be subjected to corporal 
punishment. 

The one boyfriend that | did confess 
my secret to tried to spank me but | could 
tell that his heart wasn't in it. 

To achieve some sort of satisfaction | 
read Janus over and over, and usually 
imagine that | am one of the girls in the 
stories or photos. | have a collection of 
special outfits - nurse, slave, school - some 
of which | made myself. Locked in my 
wardrobe are whips, crops and some 
S&M props. 

I usually reserve Sunday evening for 
‘Fantasy Island’ as | call my secret life. 

Last Sunday, in costume, | stood in front of 
a mirror with two angle-poise lamps shin- 
ing on me, | imagined that | was being 
questioned by the secret police in a 
soundproof сей. 

1 stood with my legs apart, hands 
clasped behind me and my head bowed in 
shame. | then played disco music and 
danced to it, obeying the orders of my 
make believe tormentors and enjoying the 
sight of my large breasts bobbing to the 
music and doing these enforced exercises. 
| picked up a heavy nine-tailed cat and 
began to swing the whip around my body, 
letting its hard tails land on my bottom 
and thighs. | imagined the men running 
their fingers over the ridged welts on my 
body or sexually molesting me. After 20 
welts | turned around to view the welts 
for myself and then came to a shattering 
orgasm as | rubbed myself. 

| feel better now that | have written to 
you. | hope to, one day, find the man who 
will give me what | want. 

Anyway, thanks for listening. 

Judy, Manchester 
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tion, staring at the 
maroon carpet. Her 
jeans lay on the top of 
Boris' enormous desk 
and her knickers - an 
untidy scrap of white - 
were on the chair in 
front of it. It was the 
black strap again. 
Back in her own 
office, Jeannie was 
sitting at her 
typewriter, Boris had 
a pretty powerful arm 
and she remembered 
examining her own 
taut, burning cheeks 
after one of his 
more enthusiastic 
administrations. 
Feeling somewhat 
guilty about her 
increasingly naughty 
thoughts, Jeannie 
crossed her legs... 











‘IF YOU ARE ON ZE № 
AGENCY YOU 'AV 
TO OBEY ZE RULES. 
His voice was raised a 
bit and... oh dear, he 
was getting angry. 
Perhaps it was the 
only way. Sally took a 
deep breath... 

The loud crash of 
hard hand meeting 
soft bottom sounded 
through the large 
office. Sally barely 


BORIS WEISS WAS A BIG MAN her work. After just two months heard it. Supercharged needles of 

WITH A BIG APPETITE FOR Sandra was the busiest model at the pure fire ignited her bottom and 

EVERYTHING. He was the agency. She seemed to accept the raged through her senses. 

founder and owner of the Bernard rather unusual conditions of her ‘Yah, yah!’ said Boris. He was 

Welsh Model Agency. contract. It was a small price to alternating his attention and spanks 
Sandra soon learnt that Boris was pay. between the firm smooth thighs 

a “bottoms man” and he could get She was now in a familiar posi- and the soft hot bottom. 
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PROGRAM 


HE WAS A POWERFUL MAN 
IN A NEW WORLD AND HER 
ROLE WAS TO PLEASE HIM. 
HAD SHE BEEN HUMAN SHE 
COULDN'T HAVE PLAYED IT 
BETTER. 
She was in the water laughing and 
exuding in her beauty and youth, 
inviting him to join her. Play away, 
Cassiopela, he thought, smiling. 
Enjoy yourself, for you are a plea- 
sure android and fun is part of your 
life. But you have another program 











my dear. Remember that. With 
this very strongly in mind he now 
took from the sealed box a long 
leather strap, split at one end with 
three heavy, broad straps. There 
was a sting of nettles too. Smack a 
naked bottom with this and you 
don’t just get the pain of the tails 
swinging against the upraised 
cheeks. These tails are treated with 
an irritant and - just like the natural 
nettleplant from Earth - the least 
touch leaves a painful sensation. 





022 


Suddenly the alarm-fibres in the 
intricate meshes of her brain 
realised that the tails were danger- 
ous. They stung. The sharp little 
twitches became squeezes. She 
sucked both cheeks tightly together 
and pressed her pubic bone hard 
against the hillock to see if she 
could squeeze the sting away. 
Rogan prepared himself for the first 
harsh strap-stroke. Did he say 
harsh? No, it would be more than 
harsh: let it be a real stinger... 

















агу had been overwhelmed with relief to 
at last find a bed in a boarding house 
establishment run by Mrs Drew 


‘As [have told you, Гат very strict,’ the burly 
woman affirmed. ‘it's no use making rules unless 



















you have some means of enforcing them.” 
And then came Mary's first Hell Night... 


“All right, dear,’ Mrs Drew agreed. ТП spank your 
bare little botty for you.’ 

Natalie sprang from the bed, a delicious excitement 
lit up all her senses. 

‘I hope my new daughter understands that 
Mummy is not playing games,’ she warned sharply, 
then swung back her brawny arm and bought her 
work-hardened palm down, with the strength of her 
powerful shoulders behind it. After three such hearty 
smacks the girl gave a shocking wail and started to 
sob, and her thighs squirmed convulsively against the 
woman’s constricted leg. y 
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A Young Lady’s Humiliation 
Fantasies 








| have specific fantasies, which don't 
accord with my admitted rather ‘yuppie’ 
way of life and fairly assertive outgoing 
personality. Fantasies of being dominat- 
ed, of finding myself on the receiving end 
of a man's palm and always having to do 
as | am told. 

| admit that | own a vibrator, like 
scores of other single women, and many 
married ones, from what my friends tell 
me! | use mine quite frequently, but not 
because I’m frustrated, or can't get a 
lover - | easily could. But | find it pro- 
vides the ideal accompaniment to these 
special fantasies, which are never about 
having sex as such. 

| have just recently developed a fanta- 
sy. | imagine that | meet my Master 
through my work, He is in his forties, 
distinguished looking and works in the 
City, and probably has a luxury pent- 
house overlooking the river. He also 
owns a country retreat, and he invites 
me to spend a weekend with him there. 
Of course, | am flattered and very excit- 
ed, and greatly looking forward to it. 
Little do | suspect, however, what a 
shock lies in store for me. 

On arrival at his palatial home with its 
vast lawns, | discover the real purpose of 
my visit. It is to mow his lawns, which 
are very unkempt with long grass. 
Somehow | simply cannot refuse. He kits 
me out in a tight white tee-shirt and 
almost indecent brief white shorts, white 
ankle socks and trainers, and this is my 
uniform | must wear while | do my work. 

Like a lamb to slaughter my Master 
leads me to his lawnmower. This is the 
worst surprise | have had so far, because 
it has no motor and is a small and rusty 
mechanical model. | try it, and find that 
it does cut the grass, but only when 
pushed with all my strength. He doesn’t 
need to tell me that my task is going to 
take me the entire weekend. | am acute- 


ly conscious of my legs being bare and 
my Master, who now has a cane in his 
hand, gives me two stokes across the 
backs of my thighs ‘as a warning’ just as | 
am about to begin my Herculean labours. 

They sting like blazes, but they cer- 
tainly encourage me to put my back into 
the work. | start mowing. Before long 
my whole body is aching, my skimpy 
clothing is wet through with sweat, the 
sun beats down, and the two swollen 
cane marks across the backs of both my 
legs continue to smart unmercilessly, 
making me move them, compelling me 
to do my work. My master has warned 
me that if he isn't pleased with my 
efforts, he'll decorate my legs with cane- 
stripes and the fear of this happening 
somehow gives me strength | didn’t 
know | had. In an hour | have cleared a 
little patch and am proud of my achieve- 
ment, but | know that | can’t stop to rest, 
not for one minute. 

| am being watched - by my Master 
and the other girl he has invited down for 
the weekend, | don't know her, and | 
wouldn't want to. She's just a cheap little 
tart, as common as they come, but she s 
pretty and she’s younger than | am - 
about 19 to my 26. They're sitting 
together in comfortable lounger chairs 
under a wide parasol, sipping drinks and 
chatting. They're quite close, seated 
beside the area | am working towards, 


, 8 





and very soon | shall have to mow the 
grass directly in front of them. | know 
that this a test of character, which every 
slave must pass through, but it is a hard 
test. My Master is holding the girl's hand 
and smiling with contentment. She 
laughs at me loudly, and | have never felt 
so cruelly humiliated. 

| sense that my Master 15 aroused by 
watching me in this skimpy white cos- 
tume | see the bulge in his trousers, and 
| know it is caused by me because he {5 
constantly looking me up and down. Out 
of the corner of my eye, as | work past 
them, | see that she is all over him and 
soon they get up and walk towards the 
house together. | know what they're 
going to do, and jealousy strikes me in 
the pit of my tummy like a bomb. Tears 
are now running down my face and min- 
gling with my sweat, and my arms and 
back are aching as И they would break. 
So is my heart. | know that my Master 
has been excited by watching me, but 
this tart, this scrubber, is going to reap all 
the benefit, 

| could go on... but | don't want to 
risk stretching your readers' patience. 
This 15 the closest | can come to describ- 
ing the kind of fantasy that makes me 
| think it shows that | am per- 
verse; but for me it is a perversity that 


come. 


normal sex cannot hope to match. 
Jill S. (Miss), Richmond 


A 
Man: 


ИУ) 

















In her raised position, her 
bare behind was roughly at 
eye level. Itwas more apple 
than pear shaped, with a 
swelling outward curve from 
the waist as smooth as the 
curve on a wine bottle. 

Axel hefted the carpet 
beater. ‘I don't know if this 
thing's amy good at knock- 
ing the dust out of carpets,’ 
he said, ‘but I reckon it'll do 
fine for dusting off that girl’s 
arse.’ He patted her rump 
with it as if measuring his 
distance. 

“You bastard!’ was all that 
Kelly said. 

He drew his arm back, 
paused for a second, then - 
whoosh - and the business end 
of the carpet beater slammed 
into Kelly’s buttocks with a 
noise like rotten planks 
snapping. 

I could see the imprint of 
the coiled pattern of the 
carpet-beater etched in white 
on her skin, then it began to 
colour rapidly. 
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| Т... was а knock at the door. I went 
| to answer it, quite expecting Brigid to 
scuttle to the bathroom. Only afterwards 
did I realise she had not moved. She lay 
across the bed clasping her loins. I saw a 
uniformed Porter and was about to apol- 
ogise for the disturbance we had caused. 
His eyes took in the scene, the discard- 
ed pillow torn, feathers scattered every- 





where, the young bride naked over the 
bed, the red cheeks of her bottom glow- 
ing. He did not even blink. He handed 
me a note, inclined a slight bow and 
withdrew. Such is the perfection of ser- 
vice in a well-run hotel. 

I closed the door and went back to 
Brigid, still face-down on the bed. 

She gave the most imploring look over 
her shoulder, but my mind was made 
up. I picked up the trouser belt and 
looped it to give her another tanning... 
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В.. had estimated it would 


take two days at the most to wrap 
up the biggest deal of his career, 
He had been wrong. 

In Cynthia Ward, Brent had met 
his match - and then some! She 
looked to be in her late thirties at 
the most, but Brent knew she must 
be over 40 to be Finance Director of 
a major British multinational. This 
woman had broken the mould, so 
he’d been told - and this week he 
had learned why. The hard way! 

ʻI think we have a feasible 
arrangement now, Mr Matthews,” 
she said at last. Brent could feel the 
relief spread throughout his body at 
her words. He wanted to savour 
the moment, yet not show it. Only 
when they walked out of the 
conference-room, did Brent feel 
relaxed enough to look at Cynthia 
as something other than a skilled 
negotiator. ‘Well with that done, 
can I buy you a drink tonight? 

To celebrate, of sorts...’ 


do de oe 
‘I'm sorry Cynthia, you know the 
penalty. Skirts up and over the 
stool please.’ 

‘No, please, no!’ 

‘Over the stool, girl” Brent 
thundered. ‘At once! Don't you 
dare contradict me! Raise you hips. 
I wish to remove your knickers.’ 
He did not rush, noting with 
pleasure how the dark blue fabric 
stretched to splitting across the 
plump cushions of her bottom. 
Hardly daring to breath he peeled 
the panties down, exposing to his 
rapt gaze the deep-cleft bareness of 
her sumptuous buttocks. 
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I was spanking her busily, gradual- 
ly increasing the force of the 
smacks as 1 found Linda's bottom 
able to absorb them. I was taken 
by surprise when, with a surge of 
her hips, she gave an impatient 
wiggle of her bum. It was a sign, 


unmistakable and direct, that I 
should stop playing around and 
spank her properly, although 1 
think the force of my next smack 
astonished her, аз 1 responded to 
her unstated demand she cried out 
loud. 








The very mobility of her bottom 
over my knee, which made my 
spanking of her that much more 
difficult, only provoked me all the 
more, so I circled her slim waist in 
my left arm and gave her my very 
best shots. 
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Titian-haired Rachel threw herself 
on the bed once Jeremy had gone 
down the stairs. She was naked 
apart from her black French knick- 
ers which were somewhat ignomin- 
iously around her ankles. 

The exuberantly curved 25-year- 
old lay with her pear-shaped 
breasts squashed onto the duvet. 
Her bottom was in a right state. 
The lively mounds were an angry 
scarlet all over their full and round- 
ed circumference. 

The nubile, green-eyed trainee 
accountant had expected some kind 
of reaction when stockbroker 
Jeremy found out that she had been 
‘having it off’ with the plumber 


who had repaired the central heat- 
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ing. His reaction had, however, 
taken the redhead completely by 
surprise. 

Rachel's pain-racked body shook 
as she sobbed her heart out. In her 
torment, she still wondered if 
Jeremy's reaction would have been 
quite the same had her ‘one-off’ 
lover been a professional person 
like themselves and not a trades- 
man. 

One manicured, sculptured hand 
slowly made its way to her glowing 
bottom. Rachel could hardly bear 
to touch the scorching flesh. She 


had never realised that the back of 
a hairbrush could hurt so much. 
Rachel made to move some more. 
The twinges shooting through her 
made her shake her head from side 
to side, wincing and gasping, and 
her curls tumbled over her wet, 
flushed face in a red silken stream. 
How many times had she cried 
out, ‘I’m sorry! I'm sorry!’ as that 
hard smooth oval has smacked into 


her buttoc! 





? Had Jeremy believed 
her? 

Suddenly, Rachel felt a hand run- 
ning caressingly over her still 
smarting derriere. He sat on the 
edge of the bed and his stroking 
hand began to apply soothing cold 


cream to her twin hummocks... 


MARDCASTLE 


53 





I slowly uncovered my eyes 
peered through the gl. 


sister. She was stark naked and 


I felt a surge of envy at her 
slender young body, shoulder- 
length brown hair and pert little 
breasts. 

‘Why didn’t she refuse the 
cane?’ I said to Gus, wondering 
at her silent agreement. He 
gave me a look which said sim- 
pleton. Penny е the 
cane but she knew she would be 


‘ould тей 
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punished in one way or another. 

I continued to watch through 
the glass, amazed at the strange 
beauty of the scene. Penny was 
presented so that her bottom 
faced the mirror and Gus and I 
could see it in all its glory. ‘For 
sheer floggable perfection, for 
tight, perfectly equal halves of a 
heavenly apple, for the most 
seductive tennis-girl buttocks in 
the whole history of the game - 
this is one,’ said Gus. 
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Selina 

















Selina's quite a catch 

But thinks no man her real match: 

The neighbours know she's treated 
him like dirt 

And often heard him stung 

By her unruly tongue 

Or watched him blanch at how she 
plays the flirt! 


Selina's twenty nine 

And her husband thinks it's time 

She toned her short skirts down in 
public view 

For all the neighbours she’s a slut 

Although she has long shapely legs, 
it's true! 


Selina won't be told 

And her lovely face grows cold 

When, with tossing hair and 
unforgiving eyes 

And slightly snarling lips, 

She stands, hands upon her hips 

And answers back if he dares critisize! 


Today his patience snapped 

When his face with force was slapped 

As they rowed, while neighbours stared, 
in their back yard: 

So with natural calm 

And an almost snake-eyed charm 

He hissed: ‘It’s time | spanked you 
good and hard!” 


Her scorn began to choke 

As she realised her bloke 

Had been pushed so far, he'd made his 
threat for real; 

He grabbed, she tried to flee 

But just feel across his knee 


When she stumbled on one treacherous 


high heel! 


Her short skirt promptly rose 

In that good old-fashioned pose 

Over panties almost vanished down 
her crack, 

And what the neighbours saw 

Far too many times before 


Was bending not to tease but ripe to smack! 


2 


The sound of high-pitched shrieks 

As a firm hand strikes soft cheeks: 

Selina's being spanked before a crowd 

Of necks which strain to see 

Turned across her husband's knee 

A spoilt demanding beauty made less proud! 


She pounds her fists in vain 
She bites her lip in shame 
She kicks those lovely long legs in despair 
She's on the brink of tears 
As her pleading gaze appears 
Through the ruins of her ribboned, 
stylish hair! 


He spanks both cheeks in turn 

So they wobble as they burn 

Then spreads his slaps all down 
her tender thighs 

And finally comes back 


With a loud resounding smack 
To either cheek: she squawks in 
pained surprise! 


Two dozen of the best 

And his hand has spanked to rest 

In the centre of her globes of crimson fire 
Where fingers fast and loose 

Furtively to goose 

Her pussy in its flimsy gauze attire! 


Again Selina shrieks 

With both ends blushing cheeks 

Almost drowning in a sea of public scorn: 
Spanked over her man's knee 

While the neighbours watched with glee! 


He leads Selina in chaste and forlorn 
And soon with sounds of sex 
the air is torn! 









































JANUS 92 


onya rose to her 
feet. Full breasts 
strained against her 
blouse as she 
pulled off her 
cleaning smock, then bent 
down and took off one of her 
flat, leather-soled slippers. 
She straightened and held it 
out to me. И was my turn to 
stare. 
‘Take it.’ Numbly, I did so. 
She glanced at the other two. 
“All of this fuss about a smack 
on the arse. Listen Hanna, 
and you, Trish - this is noth- 
ing in our family.” 
“He's right,’ said Sonja. 
“We're out of order. Your 
way, we all of us lose our 
jobs, including him... I did 
nick that bottle. He's not 
daft.‘ Deep-dark eyes shone 
guiltily into mine. Sonja 
unbuttoned her mauve dress 
and stepped out of it. She 
wore a fawn satin slip that 
fell to the top of her thighs. 
Her neat little figure was 
magnificently proportioned, 
and her skin was a dusky 
gold. 

‘Right, Mister Security 
Man,’ she said. ‘Do what you 
have to do, and ГП take it on 
the bum, I don’t mind. Then 
will you put the bottle back, 
forget about any reports, and 
we'll leave you in peace?’ 

Trying not to show my 
excitement, I turned to the 
other two. My heart 
pounded and I could feel a 
stiffening in my trousers. 
Forcing myself to be calm, I 
swallowed hard and said, 
“Very well, Sonja, if your 
friends agree.’ 


SECURITY MAN 
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Nudity and the Cane 














Many correspondents have praised the 
humiliation aspects of corporal punish- 
ment for adult young ladies, and | cer- 
tainly concur in this view. A normal girl 
in her early twenties who has to bend 
over and bare her bottom for a real pun- 
ishment caning will suffer at least as 
much pain shame from the experience as 
from actual pain, severe though this may 
be. These two aspects work in tandem 
to make her correction incomparably 
effective. 

| ат aware that there is the school of 
thought which holds that the right prepa- 
ration for the disciplining of a young lady 
is to have her flip her skirt up and over 
her waist and pull her knickers down to 
her knees. The standard argument for 
this arrangement of her clothing is that 
only the bottom needs to be bared, and 
its owner will be more conscious of its 
nakedness if she is otherwise dressed. 
there is obviously some truth in that, and 
| would be the last man to deny the per- 
haps rather old-fashioned charm of this 
presentation. 


Yet we must face facts, however 
unpalatable, and it is a fact that the skirt- 
raised-knickers-lowered approach will 
not trigger off earlier associations in 
today’s generation of young ladies, as no 
doubt it would have done a couple of 
generations ago. Girls in their twenties 
in this country are unlikely to have expe- 
rienced the cane. If they are to be intro- 
duced to it all at this age for some wholly 
adult misdemeanour - on the basis of a 
private agreement - then it will be with- 
out preconceptions on their part. 

| am іп my late fifties and in your 
photo fantasies would most prefer to see 
a gentleman of my generation dealing 
strictly with an attractive young lady of 
about 25 years of age. A well brought 
up, well dressed young lady for whom 
the shock of receiving corporal punish- 
ment for the first time in her life is com- 
pounded by her chastiser being a man of 
her father’s age or thereabouts. Such a 
punishment can be guaranteed to have a 
powerful and memorable effect upon the 
girl's emotions, far outlasting the visible 
stripes on her bottom. 

| like the idea of a screen behind 
which she must undress, lending the pro- 
ceedings the civilised formality of prepa- 
rations for an examination in a doctor's 
consulting room. Alternatively, she could 
be asked to undress in one room, and 
then be led or called into the room 
where she will receive her punishment, 
or she could undress in the punishment 
room with her gentleman then taking her 








clothes out of the room. This would 
perhaps be best because then she would 
not know where he has put them. 
Whichever approach is taken, the impor- 
tant point here is the separation of the 
young lady from her clothes which are 
temporarily in his safekeeping, symbolis- 
ing her submission to his authority. 

She is bound to feel more vulnerable if 
she is completely naked rather than only 
partially nude in the presence of the 
stern gentleman who will cane her. The 
position | would choose for her would be 
bending over the end of a sturdy, rectan- 
gular kitchen table, with perhaps a single 
cushion under her hips to lift her bottom 
higher. 

A brief lecture to the naked young 
lady bent over the table, reinforcing her 
guilty awareness of her errors and stress- 
ing the necessity of the cane as the only 
way to cleanse her of transgression. 
Then four strokes, or at the most six, 
crisply applied to the fullness of her out- 
thrust cheeks. The order to rise, fol- 
lowed by the order to stand still with her 
hands by her sides, so that she may tear- 
fully absorb the after-sting while at the 
same time receiving the final lecture and 
a warning about her future behaviour. 
The gentleman may take a photo of the 
girl at this stage, from her front, to serve 
him as a memento of her nude body. 
The he gives her back her clothes and 
she is allowed to leave. She dresses and 
departs in all haste. 

E.R., Cambridgeshire 











ax gestured towards a 
sofa that had been 
parked there years 
before. ‘Kneeling, I 
think. On the sofa. 
Hips raised. Over the padded scroll.’ 
There was something dreamlike 
about the ritual. He opened а сир- 
board and took out a slim, yard-long 
bamboo. Two spare canes hung there 
for such occasions. The sofa stirred 
under the pressure of Elaine's knees. 
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He watched as she sat on her heels. 
Then, reluctantly, she raised her hips 
and lay forward over the scroll, the 
lank hair spread on her shoulders, the 
broad oval of her face turned aside, a 
study of apprehension. 

He cut the air with the cane sever- 
al times, testing it, and saw her but- 
tocks tighten together with instinc- 
tive fright. Then he measured for 
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several minutes, this way and that, 
murmuring to Elaine to lie tighter 
over the scroll, watching her rear 
cheeks swell and separate a little 
more. 

“Let's see if you're still as eager to 
get the cane across your young bot- 
tom after you've had your first taste 
of it, Elaine!’ 

The bamboo rose slowly, very 
high, and caught the light as it 
flashed down... 
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AUG iy Nurse 








< ۸ Mary's was a very 


old-fashioned hospital 
with an international clientele and 
reputation. Like some comparable 
City and banking institutions, for 
example, it offered in its own field 
the ultimate in ‘state-of-the-art’ 
standards and facilities, and to be 
accepted as a member of its staff 
was in itself a considerable 
accolade. At the same time it 
jealously guarded and nurtured its 
own customs, traditions and 
practices, some of which almost 
placed it in a time warp. One such 
was its long tradition of corporal 
punishment for students and basic- 
grade staff nurses, all of whom had 
freely accepted liability to such 
discipline as part of their 
contractual terms of employment... 


It was unfortunate that the girl's 
leather trousers might give her 
more protection than was really 
desirable, Sister thought, On the 
other hand they were so gloriously 
smooth and tight as she lay bent 
over the stool that their insulating 
properly might almost be cancelled 
out by their strong control of the 
buttocks which were held taut, firm 
and still. At all events she would 
apply the strokes of the strap with- 
out mercy: there was no need to 
hold back. 

‘Eighteen strokes, nurse!’ she 
sentenced crisply. ‘Prepare to 
receive your punishment!’ 


The watching women looked on 
approvingly, their faces flushed and 
breasts heaving in excitement, 
Sister’s especially. It was hard on 
the girl, perhaps, but she would be 
a better nurse for it, and the time 
would come when she would look 
back on the experience with grati- 
tude, and perhaps even with a 
strange kind of pleasure. 
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The Deportment Class 


| have to say | find your magazine both 
intelligent and erotic, but | feel you have 
neglected my own particular fantasy. 
Perhaps you will allow me to explain. 
The schoolgirl thing is a nice fantasy and 
a very popular one. | think we all like the 
thought of an archetypal child-woman we 
can adore and discipline to our hearts 
content. But for me it lacks a certain 
substance. | envisage a child-woman a 
little beyond that dream; as a newly 
grown-up girl whom | talk to, empathise 
with and make love to without deep- 
seated feelings of guilt that the schoolgirl 
scenario might possibly give me. This 
wonderful girl should have a good mind, 
natural sophistication, breeding and an 
innate eroticism. In short, the ideal 
would be the type of girl we imagine 
who went to one of those famous Swiss 
(or English) finishing schools. Not since 
the heyday of legendary Antonia du Bois 
and The Disciplinarian have you touched 
on this subject. Surely, it cannot be 
taboo? After all, these wonderful crea- 
tures of femininity and sexuality would 
certainly be over the age of 18. 

The first scene | imagine involves 
those enchanting beauties parading up 
and down, often with books on their 
heads, in front of a stern-faced and 
uncompromising strict governess, whom 
spared neither word, nor rod, to ensure 
that they developed into young English 
ladies of quality and decorum. Failure to 
convince the governess of this commit- 
ment, or slacking of any kind, was intol- 
erable and а cane became the Academy's 
instrument of emphasis and censure. In 
keeping with the purpose of turning the 
youthful beauties into English ladies of 
class and breeding, the only truly English 
method of discipline was used. Nubile 
young buttocks were shamefully bared 
and thoroughly chastised. 

Equally prominent, in my fantasy, was 
the popular Punishment PT scenario. 


























Can you visualise how much more erotic 
it becomes with fully matured, elegant 
20-year-olds cavorting and perspiring on 
wall bars and vaulting horses et al, and 
wearing traditional PT kits consisting of 
brief white top and tiny shorts with short 
socks and plimsolls? Imagine, then, how 
all this strenuous exercise firms away 
puppy fat, and tones the delightfully 
rounded buttocks, making those succu- 
lent curves more and more suitable for 
the severest of punishments. The mind 
boggles, to say nothing of the nether 
regions. 

In my dreams, | took the place of the 
governess. Naturally, | was the ultimate 
deterrent and these aristocratic young 
things accorded me the most fearful 
respect. But | was fair. Misdemeanours 

















such as dropping a book during deport- 
ment lessons were worth a traditional 
‘six of the best’. Invariably, these sexually 
aware young girls would offer their 
favours as a substitute for the punish- 
ment they duly hated. Occasionally, | 
would bestow my own favours on those 
who showed aptitude and application, 
initiating them into the pleasure and 
eroticism of a hand-spanking of incensing 
intensity. The reward for submitting to, 


and enjoying, this intense and stinging 
foreplay, would be a firm and vigorous 
rogering. 

In a closed, all-female environment it 
is miraculous how eagerly the foibles of a 
lone male spanking enthusiast may be 
accommodated! 


H.B., Norfolk 


























